CHAPTER I
A  FOX  IN A  HEN-ROOST
" BUT, Marie, I don't know what your aunts will say, if
they hear that you're going on the music-halls ! " The
speaker was a gentle-voiced woman, prematurely white-
red, dressed in rather shabby black silk.
;Does it really matter what they do say, mother
ling ? They've never helped us in any way, though,
jiacte father died they've often talked of doing so. But
seem to think they've the right to boss me and find
with me. Whatever I do, or don't do, for the
r of that, is wrong in their eyes, so why worry any
about them ? "
kit, Marie dear, you must make allowance for them/'
>roifested Mrs. Drayton querulously.    "When I ran
to marry your father who, as you know, had been
Lag me piano lessons in my London finishing school,
iey|t< considered that I was a disgrace to the family."
ularie shrugged her shoulders,
(jNow I'm a widow they want to be kind to you and
In their own way, too, they're proud of your talent,
[enjoyed your songs at the Countess's charity concert
week, but they'd never agree to your appearing
fessionally on any stage and you know, my dear, I
a't quarrel with them again, for they're wealthy and
it help us, and really we're rather badly off."
|Badly   off!"   repeated   her   daughter   scornfully,
not call a spade a spade, motherling, and say
damnably poor ? "
trie, how can you use such words ? I'm sure you've
learnt them from me or from your aunts. Also,
you lunch with your aunts in Regent's Park, don't